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scornful of anyone who supposed that art could
be a work of mere industry and rule, often com-
ing the whole length of Milan to give a single
touch. He painted it, not in fresco, where all
must be impromptu, but in oils, the new method
which he had been one of the first to welcome, be-
cause it allowed of so many afterthoughts, so
refined a working out of perfection. It turned
out that on a plastered wall no process could
have been less durable. Within fifty years it had
fallen into decay. And now we have to turn back
to Leonardo's own studies, above all to one draw-
ing of the central head at the Brera, which, in a
union of tenderness and severity in the face-lines,
reminds one of the monumental work of Mino
da Fiesole, to trace it as it was.

Here was another effort to lift a given sub-
ject out of the range of its traditional associa-
tions. Strange, after all the mystic developments
of the middle age, was the effort to see the
Eucharist, not as the pale Host of the altar, but
as one taking leave of his friends. Five years
afterwards the young Raphael, at Florence,
painted it with sweet and solemn effect in the
refectory of Saint Onofrio; but still with all
the mystical unreality of the school of Perugino.
Vasari pretends that the central head was never
finished. But finished or unfinished, or owing part
of its effect to a mellowing decay, the head of
Jesus does but consummate the sentiment of the